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For bourn ami hours Mrs. Millor remained
blissfully ignorant of tho fait that tba
wheels which were bearing bur to bur desti-

nation boro also sorrow anil ruin in tbo pr
son of MauricJ Horvoy. Tbo follow-travel-e-

did not confront each other until tho
next morning, mi l when tho ibioub train
was well out of 1'nrU. fnriih, bad
been all but Invisibb since sho honrlod the
Dover and Caluis lK.it. Tbo crossing bud
been a rough ono, und ss claims
precedence with the mind tho most preoccu-
pied. Surah had sulT irod much, and as soon
as sbo found herself in tin smooth-goin- g

train had nought forget fulness of her woes
in sleep, Hervey, who ha I no wih to

matters by an untimely revelation
of bis presence, had tdso etruced himself
from general reservation.

Kut some time after tba truiri bad left the
Paiu und Lyons sluti-- Km u.i openo.l the
door of ber fomfortiililo compiirtment and
in the narrow gangway of the train camo
lull upon Maurice Her vey. lie was smok-

ing und watching the flying landscape
through the class windows at tho hide of the
narrow passage. lie turned, looked at
Haruh, an I laughed in cruel merriment as
bo saw her gaze of horrified surprise.

"You!"' she gasp mI. "You have followed
tue."

"Every step sinon you left my bumble
nKhIo inv d "1 Kirali."

Sheturnel away and thn com-

partment she had left, lbrvt-- followed

ber, and with n Inuh threw hinielf doivii
on the sent nearest to tbo door. Tho train
was not full, and tho coiiiimituii'iits were
small on-- so it happeno! that the two

.eoplo were aloui.
It wa tvpicul of th man's cruel nature

that h'j looked lorwar.1 with feelings of koen

ptijoymeiit to tin fur uro wh eh ho nimint to
inflict 11 ; ii tliu wuiiiiiu during those boms
ft travel, ly tricing upon bur the presence
vh;cli h k:ie v s uiiwidcome.

'Oh, ves, ho s;iid j"ering!y; "I
f Howe ! you, .i i I I slmll never your
file until V"'i I .el in t to my beloved wifo.

Ii re. to.d thinking you cnu give riiu the
I'd uvn trouble i may tell you ! know

v 'i i: e ,i n ; hi Munich. W'nat a clever
wuiiiii i you are, tSaiah. 1 am so much

0 Ii 'c I l you."
Nil.- - wrung her bands convulsively, then

covrel tier face and moaned. Kim bad

vl I, is slii' thought, for Ihe l'"il, but this
Usui's ': aft lift ov r m her. Her mistress
wit.-- , tu ' ma le to siiirer, hii I through her.
'lhrou-j- I'm one who wou'd willingly sneri-Ik-

bod mid soul tosiivj her from pain!
' l) ,,n t. le iill'cy, Hurih," said Hervey.

"Tlie game's up now; you miy us well give
i:;. lien, in ike yours f tis.-f- and 1111 my
pipe I can't u.w this eonfuun led right arm
of min i "

Sin too'c no notir-n- , of his rvpi-s?-
,, but

j re-e- n' ly she raised her Ii cid .in I looked at
I. in)

It" wni-iod- ," flio sHid in I jw ton's.
"Once more I say, be warm' I in time. 1vtvo
tiiis trri ;i 'it the next station. Kly while
you can."

lie Uu:'.!i"d scorni'ull. "Now, is it like-

ly r l.e --ii i I.

Sim made no furtlir smpi'i. She sank
1 ack inti stony sileu-e- , and from that tluio
no remark, no ipiestion, no tiiun'. of the
mail' eoiil I draw a word frm ler thin liis.
llouraf e" l our went, by an I Sarah Miller
mi!, in l.er corner motionless and silent, as a
statue.

Hill her thoughts! Her thoughts were
busy enough. Tliev thronged and Invaded
ber brnin. They cbuuged and shifted from
iiicober-'nc- to hystematic arrangement, and
buck a in in to incoherence. Thro igh all the
jumble the one fearful truth shone out dis-

tinctly. Sbo was taking this man to bor
mistress.

No food bad passed her lips since she left
London. All d"ire fount had left her whon
fho first caught sight of Herveys baleful
form. Her Innds were hot; ber veins
seemed full of fevur, and now and again a
mi.st seemed to close round ber, from which
hbo one'rge I only to spo once more tho cruel
face of her tormentor. Ho tbo hours weiit
by.

llervey hnd foo.l sent Into the carriage.
He also consobsl himself at short intervals
with brandy and water. Ho bought cigars,
hinoked them, and grumbled at their bad-

ness. Sometimes be rose, wai ted out into
the gangway and stretched his legs, but ha
keptu keen watch on the wonvin. Not a
eeoiid time would he fail from lack of vlg-- i

In m e. For minis Miient he now and again
taunted his companion, an I his jeers, ap-
parently unnoticed, drove her to the verge
of desperation. Her bands grew hotter, her
pulses beat with fiercer rapi litv.

The kiin sank; .the twilight died away; the
lumps were lit,. Every hour, every moment
brought grief nea-- er and nenrar to Beatrice.
Jjong lie I ore e not h'r sunroe the train would
Is at Munich. The thought maddened the
white-face- d woman.

Shortly after tho train left Btuttgart
1 ho steward look! in and in broken Eng-l.s- h

Mipgested that the leds should bo pre-
pared. Mrs. Miller shook her head, and
biguified that she had no wish to retire to
rest. llervey ordered more brandy end
nlso declined the proffered couch. The
f toward wished that be could have the ro-

ll null of ono of those unmade couches end
the time to occupy it. shrugged his should-
ers, end withdrew. The trevelors were once
more alone. In less than five hours the
journey would tie at an end.

Suddenly a wave of inspiration flooded
the poor woman's harassed brain. An in-

spiration which made all things clear as day.
A strange brilliancy shone in her eyes. In
a Hash she saw, or believed she saw, to what
end these things were leading. God's hand
was at work.

Had she not dreamed dream in which
Maurice llervey figured! Had she not per-vuad-

herself when she first saw him that
ho bail seen written in his face that his

Hays were numbered! Was she not sure
ture as she was of ber own eternal co-
ndemnationthat God meant Beatrice to
taste happiness as well in this world as in
the neitt The hour of deliverance was at
band. The Inspiration which had told her
that ber errand would be crowneJ with sue-ce- s

was not that of a lying spirit Ood
was at work. llervey had been led to take
this Journey ; to break the promise he bad
made; and thereby accept the fate fore-
shadowed by the fearful words to which bis
Soger bad fortuitously pointed. This Jour-
ney, begun in craft and in defiance of God's
warning conveyed through herself, would
tievw be ended. She, by the light of ber
wild faith, read the Divine purpose plainly
as If ft was written In letters of fire.

If the line ef demarcation between fanati-
cism and madoess (a the poor woman's
brain was not by now entirely obliterated,
it bad grown faint, blurred and indistinct
6be was hovering on tne.rerge of insanity,
and the method which sometimes lies in
rnadns was at work and supplying ihe loss
of the reasoning faculties. Kow that the
troth had come to ber, now that she knew
by inspiration why thfs man bad been per-mJi- t4

to tract and follow ber and for a
while wn Joy bis triumph, she found herself
Speculating and wondering bow and by
what means tba interposition of the Divine
band would be shown. She waited for the

moment when, from some apparently
earthly causo, tbe cup of triumph would lie
Hashed from his lips, ruie waited ana
waited, and although tbo hours passed with
out a sign, never wavered in her belief that
even at tho last moment, aciiveranoe wouiu
lie broutrht about.

Once or twice sho turned and looked at
her companion, and by the samo strango
fancy which had o solzjil ncr, per
tmadod herself that the something which she
imagined she saw in his face ami which b
tokened approaches death, grew more and
more distinct. Mm felt no pity for tbe
man; nor would she have dared to attempt
a second warning; nut sne gazsi on turn
with a kind of awe, raised by the thought
that in a brief space of timo this wretched
creature would be lying in the place ap-

pointed for him, lying there, and to lie
there, forever, and ever, and everl

Ilor madness, if it may bo called madneta.
deepened as the time passed by. After all,
in npit of its claims to superiority, me mmu
is but the slave of the body. The yoke may
be thrown aside for a while, but sooner or
later its pressure becomos apparent. Fa
tigue and want of food were, with Sarab
Miller, completing what distress bad tie- -

gun. Vet to Iiersell il ssemeu in in ne nan
never seen things clearer, never reuouod
more cogently than at this moment when
ber brain was taxed ueyonu emiurance.

How would God actf Would He strike this
man dead as ho sat there? Would something
frightful hapiwni Would tbe train be over-

turned! As t hwquestioneiercisod bor, every
iolt as tbe wheels passed the points sent a
thrill through her and mada her fancy tha
moment was at hand.

No Thi could not bo tbe aipointl
method. Merciless as her creed taught her
to In lieve the Ono to w hom s'.io prayed, her

Konse of justice forlmde bor to suppose that
runny other lives must le sacrificed for the
sake of destroying Maurice llervey. She
must wait patiently and in fuitu, not antici-
pate Clod's puriose. But tho time was
glowing very short!

Suddenly slio turned and Knelt on mo
floor of tho carriage. Sbo offered up a
prayer that things might In) miulo clear to
ber; thnt her agony of susponso might be

brought, to an end. Horvoy watched her
and btiigbe I aloud.

"Quit.) right, Sarah," he said, "rsever
neglect your religious observances.' I am

yiioV rifht, Surah," he. laid. " AVuor
nr.uUu't iour reliyioua observances."

afralil you cin't pray yourself out, of this
situation; but there's no barm in tiylng."

Tbo sound of bis voice gave another und a
fresh turn to her thoughts. At that mo
ment ber prayer was answered and every
thing grew clear. Tho clouds winch trou-
bled ber rolled away, or it may be, closed
round her to break no more.

She shivered, hii i still kneeling, turned
bor fuce to the speaker. Ilor look for a mo
ment startled him in spite of the contempt
he folt for her religious vagaries. And well
it might startle him.

Now she knew all. She knew why she
had livoil. She knew to what she was pre
destined. Cycles ngo this moment had been
decreed. It was she whom Gal had ap
pointed to remove this man from the path
which led one of elect to happiness. The
belief that ages and ages before she was
born, her place, not only in this world, but
also In tho next, had been irrevocably fixed,
the terriblo conviction that she was one or
tbe many doomed by God's will to eternal
torture, a fato w hich not the prayers of a
lifetime, or tho conduct of a saint, could
avert or In tbe slightest degree mitigate;
this fearful belief closed round her like the
walls of a prisou from which there is no
escape, from which death itself there is no
release. How in such a state of mind could
she turn with feelings of love and adoration
to the Supreme Hmug Who bad doomed her
to such uuutterablo woef No, she could fear
Him, tremblo liefore Him, abase herself at
His foot, pray her w ild hopeless prayers, but
mch love as she had to give was foiu to be-

stow itself upon an earthly object, and for
the waut of a- N'tter that object was
Beatrice.

Even as Jael, even as Judith, hail their mis-

sion so had she, Sarah Miller, a mission
equally terrible, that of slaving a man whom
God bad doomed. With her brain flooded, per-

meated by this ono foarful thought, the
woman rose from her knees and resumed
brr seat

Everything, she fancied, with ber mind
bewildered in reality, yet to herself seem-
ingly clear, pointed to the carrying out of
this decree of destiny. The solitude, the
night Journey, even the man's half-helple- ss

condition were but details of a settled
scheme. The opportunity was here, only
the way and the means wsre wanting.
These in good time would be vouchsafed to
her. She would be shown how she, a weak
woman, was to take the life of a strong
man.

Little did Maurice llervey, as from tbe
effect of fatiguo, cigars and brandy he sat
half doling in the corner of the compart-
ment dream what thoughts were passing
through the mind of tbs woman near him.
To him she was nothing more than an addle--

beaded sort of creature, who once upon
a time bad done a great deal towards bring-
ing him to ruin; an act for which he lightly
believed be was now paying her In full

How was she to do it! Time was passing,
and yet the path was not yet pointed out
Bee, tbe man's eyes were closed! Had tbe
moment come! If she bad a knife she might
eveu now drive it into his heart! But she
bad no knife; bad nothing which would
serve her need, or rather God's need. ' Sud-

denly aba remembered, as one remembers a
dream, that hours and hours ago she bad
seen a fellow passenger opening a bag, and
had noticed on tbe top of that beg a pistol.
Had she I een allowed to catch sight of tbe
weapon for the purpose . which the wet
deputed to carry out! If so, where was that
pistol, and how could she get it into ber
banls! She rose, and without any settled
object passed Hervey and step pail out Into
the gangway.

Her movement awoke him. He put bis
bead through the door and watched ber as a
cat watches a mouse. Sarah went the
length of tbe long carriage, but found
nothing to guide her to bar end. Every
door was hermetlrallv sealed. It seemed as
If site and ber companion were the only per-O- s

awake. Tba only sound beard was tbe

OMMilees rush of the train as it tore Its way
on and on through the night.

The woman returned and resumed bar
scat. The means bad not yet boeti given
her. A phantom of common sense also
flitted through ner mimi. ir slia killed tins
man In such a manner it meant arrest and
trial of herself. It meant shame and ex-

posure to her loved mistress. No, she must,

wait yet a while. God bad not yet spoken
tbe last word; not yet shown tbe exact way
In w hich His work was to be done. Yet her
belief never swerved, never wavered:

Or not until sho know that tbo end of the
long, dreary journey was close at band; uot
until a kind of instinct told her that in a
few shortniinut.es .Munich would be reached,
llervey, whom necessities had deprived of
tho means of telling tbe time, was still
sleeping bis wakeful and suspicious dog's
sleep. Suddenly tbe long, shrill wbistle
sounded. The man started up, wide awake,
and for the first time for hours a doubt as
to ber true reading of God's pnrp.we flushed
through Sarah Miller's brain. Tbe time
was s short. There was so much so much
to lie done. Tim way was still in darkness.
Would the last few moment light it up!

She clenched ber bauds convulsively, dig-

ging the nails of one into tbe flesh of the
other. She glanced once more at Hervey's
face which, from bis fatigue looked pale and
wan. She rose, Riid mechanically, like one
in a dream, stepped out of the compartment
ipto the dimly lighted gangway. Hervey
followed her.

Without knowing why or wherefore, she
wulked the w hole length of the carriage. In
a dazed way sbo opened the dotir at the end
and stepped out into tbe ojien air. llervey
followed her und the. door closed behiud
them, and the man and tbo woman stood
nli tin on tbe iron platform which lies

one carriage uud its forerunner.
Tbe train bad not yet slackened speed.

Its wild rush still whipped the naturally
culm air into a fierce galo. Tho woman's
dark hair, which bud liecome untwis ed,
Ftreamel behind her in elf locks A tail
black llgure, with a white, a death-whit- e

face and burning eyes, staring fixedly at the
destination to which the train was hurrying
ber, as fixedly as her mind was turned to
the work which she yet believed sbo was
doomo I to execute.

The night, was cloudy and monale;s. Soma
wav ahead, u lit' la to the right, th lights
of the great iiv lit up the dark ky. It was
on these lights that Sarah Miller's eyes were
fixed, l.i r lips tho vvliiie muttering inaudible
words.

For a few moment llervey sood in
silence by her snl . Then be spoke. "It's
no good, I iirali, you can't give inn t he slip.
I'll follow you cveiyw bor. Ho a sensible
wommi lor ou-o-

, und don't givj mo more
bother."

She spoke, ) ut not in answer to i.U words.
"That glare! that red glare!" him cried, in
a thrilling voice. "Loo at it! Look at it
well! Do you know what it means to you
and to me'1

Before he could reply she answered ber
owu question. "Il is the red glure of bell,"
she cried instill wilder accents. "The glare of
the lire which burns for you and lor me.
The shriek! Hear the shriek of thedamncd!"

Once ii.oro tho whistle sent its p;erci;ig
scream of warning far en the night air; and
in another moment the strong brakes would
have fallen on the great wheels. llervey,
really startled by his companion's wild bear-
ing, turned to l.er savagely.

"Here, no nonsense!" ho suiJ roughly.
These were the last words ho spoke. Sud-

denly, and without tbe slightest warning,
the woman threw herself upon him. Her
urms clasped him with the strength of frouzy.
Her weight threw him off his balance. He
staggered backwards. Ho made one wild
grub w ith bis uninjured arm ut the iron rail,
missed it, and most likely could not have held
it bad be caught it, then slipped dow n the
three or four iron stcps.and, with tbo women's
aims still hoid.ng him, the two fell with a
fearful thud on to the six-fo- way. His cry,
if be had t ime to raise one, was lost in the
rush of tho train and tho shriek of the
steam-whistl- All was over in a second
tbe train was speeding on, leuviirj Lehin 1 it
a dark mass lying lietween the up and tho
down lines. At tho very last moment the
way hail beeu mado clear to Savah Miller.
Even as she fell with her victim hor one
thought was of frenzied joy that sha had
found tbe melius to do God's work.

For a minute or two after the last car-
riage of the train bad swVpt by, that black
mass lay motionless in the six-fo- wy.
Then part of it liegan to show signs of life.
Slowly and painfully tho woman detached
herself from her victim. She rose to b--

T

knees, and remained there staring tUediy at
the wbitu face that looked up to her own.
Her frenzy for tho momeut had passed and
she scarcely knew what bad happened or
what she bail done.

She was unhurt. The man had struck tbe
ground first, and so I sir no the brunt of the
shock. His bead bad fallen heavily on the
ballast of tbe line, and he lay without seuso
or motion. Was be dead!

This, when her disjointed and scattered
thoughts were once more able to resume the
terrible kalnidescopic jiatteru into which
fanaticism bad shaken them, was tbo one
question asked by the woman. She felt for
the moment no remorse, no horror, but tbe
dread seised ber that hor band might have
failed; that the work might not yet be done;
that she had uot fulfilled her destiny. She
I lent over the prostrate man and placed her
cheek close to his lips.

He breathed! She felt the faint breath
on her cheek! She laid her band on his
heart aud felt its pulsations, slowly distinct
She sprang to her feet with a sharp cry of
distress, tihe had failed I Hervey w as alive
and would recover. The work had not been
done!

She peered wildly into the darkness. She
scarcely knew lor what she loosed. A large
stone, a piece of iron, anything which would
show her that tbe band which had guided
her so far on the fearful road of fate bad
not deserted her; but she found nothing.
absolutely nothing which could serve ber
need.

But suddenly, away along tbe down l:ne
shesawa round red light creeping apparently
nearer and nearer. Her heart leaped at the
sight To the uttermost bitterest end tbe
way was clear. The final word bad gone
forth, the flual revelation was made to ber.

bhe placed ber hands under tbe man's
shoulders, and bv an effort of strength,
desperate and far beyond what might have
been expected from her frame, dragged him
over tbe tew feet of roadway which lay
between him and tbe metals. He groaned
once or twice, but remained senseless and
niotionleje
. .

as she placed him right in tbe
- .j,e pomlug train.

The red light was close close at band,
hut the man lay still and recked nothing of
it The woman haviug accomplished ber
ghastly work, wound her black shawl
tightly round her head, tbeu fell upou ber
knees, waited, and lived an age in every
moment

Bhe beard, through the muffling, tbe rush,
she felt on ber bauds tbe wind of tbe metal
monster as it swept by; but she beard or felt
no more. She rose and shuddered con-
vulsively; then, without a glance to see
what ber band bad wrought, stepped over
tbe line, down tbe steep embankment and
was lost in tbe night She had done what
she believed to be ber appointed task. Ho
longer would Maurice Hervey stand be
tween Beatrice and bappluessl

Tbe poor wretch wasalmostcutlntwa Tba
wheels which had crushed tbe life oat of bin
were those of an engine on Its way to pick

np trucks on a siding some way down the
line. Tbe driver felt the slight obstruction,
and having marked the spot where it oc-

curred, upon his return stopiied the traiu
and knew what had caused that momentary
jolt, knew that a man's life bail, in that
second, passed away.

S'i placed him riijht. m tia fraefc of th
comimj train.

Tbe body ws.s picked up, placed in a truck,
taken to tho Munic'ii station, and thence to
the place appointed for tho reception of th
bodies of unknow n men who meet with a sud-

den or violent clout Li.

CHAPTER XXXIIL
"I AM MAD."

If by any chanci Beatrice, who certainly
had trouble enough to make her wakeful,
bad risen with the dawn of the morning
which followed the tragedy, and looked out
of bur casement sbo would have sen a sight
which would l.nve chus" I her miirh surprise.
Shu would have seen Sarah Miller, whom
she believed to lie in E.igluud, sfunliug on
the opposite side of the street, utter despair
and ang.iish written in every lineament,
gaiiig ut her mistress' window like one
bidding the object, the dearest on earth, an
eternal farewell -- eternal because even tbe
consoling hop of a meeting in some future
Ktutu is absent. But Beatrice, who, iu tbe
enrli.'r wutches of tbe night, had beou awake
for hours w kli ber sorrow, slept on until tbe
Miiivuslii -- a. Perhaps it was well for bor
the did so.

Tho pHir instrument for
working thedivino will bad, after she loft
the sceno of her dark work, wandered about
the outskirts of Munich, aimless. y and hoe--

lesdy. Had it been broad daylight, aud
bail there bis;n persons to see ber, an occa
sional stifled moan and a wringing of the
bands would buv) been all that showed tbe
agony of mill I she endured. But it was not,
as might be supposed, the agony of remorse.
It, was uguny at tho thought of tbe furthor
Biicritico which such senso as still was bors
told ber she must make, inordor that tho do- -

sired mid predestine 1 results might follow
tbe act of the night.

Slio was mud und she was not mad. Un
w but niuy be callod the religious side of tbe
question, her miud, us may be guessed from
her dee Is, was gone last redemption. It
may ba that this bad been ber true state for
years; ever since she hud accepted as true
the inexorable logic of creed which sbe bad
partly been taught, purtly framed for hor- -

self. the t.re muy have Leon burning lor
years givaig now und again transient flashes,
and only waiting for certain circumstances
to fan it to a consuming flam,!, ihe fierce
burst was now over, but tho fire would burn
and not again be hidden until it Lad devoured
life as well as reason.

She bad killed, murdered this man in all
but cold b;ood, Apart from tbe horror at-

tendant ou tha actual execution of tbe crime,
a horror which becan to haunt ber and be
ever with her, she felt no poignant misery.
no maddening regret. In ber wild, dis-
jointed wav sbe lamented, not the man's
deuth, but the fuct that shj had beeu chosen
to bring it about. Sbe lamented it even an
Judas might have lamented the hard fato
which, iu ord.ir that prophecy might be d,

singled him out, and decreed that he
should bet my bis Master. And, if it be true
that a providence saves and siays, who shall
guy that the woman's mad reasoning was
unsound!

On the other side, tha material si lo, Sarab
Miller was, as yot, sane, or nearly so She
could look forward, plan, and even carry
out And the anguish which racked hor
mind was tbo homo-comin- g of tba truth,
that ber act must part her and her mis-

tress for ever. Here was tbe crowning
sacrifice. Here was, perhaps, tbe earthly
punishment. Never ugain to gazo into that
dear fuce; never again to bear tbat loved
voice; never again to be near her to minister
to her wants, to aid her, scheme for her,
and, if needs be, sin for her. Never to so

her in the happiness which had boeu sodearly
bought Here was the sacrifice! It must
be made, and she must find strength to muku
it, and skill to insure its being of use.

To see her mistress, to meet ber even once
more would be to ruin all. Sh i must never
know whose band it was bore her freedom.
Bhe would never suspect that ber servant
bad been tbe means of cutting tbe knot
which it seemed no earthly power could undo.
Ah. no earthly power could have undons it

So when at last the morning broke gray,
and trees and other object loomed phantom-
like and unreal through the mist, Sarab
Miller planned and schemed, seeking tha
way to insure what sbe bad so dearly
bought All ber thoughts reached one end.
Sbe must fly far, far from the spot Bea-

trice must never hear of ber again; never
know that sbe left London. If ber prox-

imity so tbe dead man became known tbe
truth niigbt be guessed and all be lost

Yet before sbe went she must see tbe
bouse in which her darling lived. She roust
stoop and kiss the doorstep on which those
loved feet bad trodden. She must waft her
one passionate and unheeded farewell, then
leave the place and be as one dead.

She struggled against tbe desire, but it
overcame ber. With the first streaks of
daylight she entered tbe sleeping city, and,
utterly worn out stood before ber mistress'
window, and for a while watched it as one
might watch the last fading ray of a sua
which has sunk never again to rise, and
lighten the darkness which shall be eternal.

At that early hour of tbe morning the
street was silent and deserted. There was
no one to notice tbe strange looking creature
who stood and, with w ild despair in her
eyes, for ever gazed on one spot Her look
for the time was such tbat no one, not even
the one most preoccupied with his own con-

cerns, could bave passed ber without feel-

ing his curiosity raised as to why she was
lingering there, and what gave her that ap-

pearance of dire distress.
After some minutes spent in this manner

tbe woman crossed tbe road. Her limbs
dragged after her and made ber exhausted
state apparent . Bhe leant ber bead against
tbe door of tbe bouse which held ber mis-tro-ts

and sobbed convulsively. A dlxxy feel-

ing came over her, end she felt that she wae

non tbe noint of fainting and falling sense.
leea on tbe doorstep. By a supreme effort

. ivutM nerseii and shook oil rue incipient
stupor. If once sbe sank down her weary
limbs might rebel and refuse to do ber bid-

ding. She might lie there until ber presence
was discovered, and tbat discovery ruined
all. No, if she were to sink and perhaps die,
let it be as far away from Beatrice as ber
waning streugth ould carry her. Sweet as
it would be to breathe ber last witbin reach
of her mistress, even such poor comfort
could not bo vouchsafed to ber.

A dizzy feeliny cam ovtr her.
It speaki volumes for the iron strength of

her will, insomuch that it struggle I with
and overcame, no: only the woman's physi-
cal fatigue, but ulso the craving for oua
glimpse of Beatrice which chaiuel her to
the spot She tore herself away, aud with-

out once looking back forced her tire 1 limbs
to bear her to a considerable distance. Here
sbe found a quiet doorstep on which sbo sat
unmolested, sat and fought egiiu-- t ber ex-

haustion, until such time as she would be
able to procure food.

It was not lonv bofore, slowly, little) by
little, unit by unit, the cily began tonwnko.
Here and there lb ) shutters went down from
a shop, nn 1 at lust the weary woman s'iw
all but fuciur her a baker's window. She
entered tho shop, bought soma bread and

a glass of water. Not for ber owu
saki, but for tha fake of another, she was
culled upon to eut and drink.

Sbe ate ber brotd, and thou somewhat
strengthened aiiil began ber pilgrimage
Shs crept through tho streets until she
reached the railway station. Hero sho as-

certained ut what time the next traiu for
lb') west would s art

Sho had a 1 ing time to wait. Sbe bid her-
self in ono corn.tr of the waiting room, and
sat like a statue. But ber brain was burn-in- g

and her pulse throbbing. A strange
soun 1, a tierce ru-Ui- sound, was ev.--r iu
ber ears; great wheels seemed turning and
turning in her head; and if for a moment
the dared to close her hot and weary eyes,
she saw through the darkness a light, a
fierca light, red liko blood, and drawing
nearer and nearer.

But in of all this she wus able to
take ber so .. in tbo train, ablo to exult that
she hud found tho strength to bear her so
fur; ablo to pruy that her strength might
bust until she once more stood in London.
Then all would he safe. No matter what
became of hor then. Tho work was finished,
what did the future of the tool matter!

Tbe train left Munich, and as it st amed
out of tbe magnificent station, tbo woman
veiled hor face with her black shawl. In
spite of ber conviction that sho bad but
executed a task, she dan d not
look upon tho spot where sho bad knelt ou the
previous night. Miles and miles passol tie-fo- re

sbe removed the somber covering from
her white worn face. As the train hurried
on the wheals within her brain w Uriel
faster and faster, tbo rushing sound grew
stronger, and the fierce rod light sboua rod- -

dor, fiercer and nearer.
Save for su h inquiries as the exigency

of the journey forced her to make, and such
speech as was necessary to procure the food
and drink which nature absolutely demand-
ed, tbe woman spoke no word curing that
long journey back. Except that now aud
again she pressed them to her brow, in a
vain endeavor to stop the wheels which
whirled in hor brain, hr thin bands were
forever clasped beneath her dark shawl.
She sat and stared into vacancy. How
could sho ciose ber eyes when doing so at
once brought tiio red light before them!

For all sho knew, that jou:ney might have
lasted mouths or years. Periods of timo
meant nothing to bur now. Eternity, not
Time, lay l.cfore her.

The long journey by land, tha shorter
journey by sea. jiassel like a protracted yet
incoherent dream. All she knew or care 1 to
know was tbut she was spe'din on to
London. At lust the sound of E iglisb
voices, the siht of EuglLsh laces, told ber
that sbe bud reached tbe last stage of ber
journey, 'i hen she roused herself and made
her final preparations.

She searched her pocket, and tore into
small bits every piece of paper it contained,
so tbat no written word could te left to
give clew to ber identity. Last of all she
drew from an envelope a photograph cf
Beatrice. Sha gazed at it long and passion-
ately, and tbeu, with a deep sigh, torj it
across and across, and threw the pieces to
tbe w.nds. She dared not even keep this
poor relic of her darling.

London at lastl Borah Miller stepped
from the train, and once more stood on the
platform which she had quitted rather more
than three days before. It was now past 8
o'clock in tbe morning. Whither should
she turn. She stood hesitating and bewil-

dered.
There was one thing more which she bad

settled to do. What was it! Oh, those
wheels, those wheels, will they never stopi
Bhe pressed ber fingers to her temples, and
strove to recall what resolution bad slipped
from ber mind.

Ab, now sbe remembered what it was.
Her money, she must get rid of that She
had no further need of money, now that sbe
had reached tbe final goal. In ber pocket
were both German and English coins. She
collected them, and creeping stealthily to
tbe box which stands awaiting contributions
for some, doubtless, very deserving charity,
sbe dropped in every coin tbat was upon ber
person. This done, sbe believed there wss
nothing left whieh could in any way show
who sbe was or whence sbe came.

Sbe passed out under tbe archway, a soli-

tary, dark robed figure with a head bent as
in grief. Sbe passed from the gastly white
glare of electric lamps into tbe all but de-

serted Strand. Sbe walked some way up
tbe Strand, then, without any definite aim,
turned to the right and by and by found
herself on tbe embankment

Still sbe wandered on until sbe reached
Waterloo bridge. She went half way across
it, then stopped short and gazed over the
parapet into tbe river. But no thought of
elf --destruction had entered into her bead,

although the red light was still before ber
eyes, the wild rush still sounding in h;r ears,
and those fearful Iron wheels in her brain
circling more rapidly than ever. No, tbe
river had but for her the attraction which
smooth, calm, pcaeeful stream has for all
who are in deep distress. Bo sbe looked and
looked; even craned over tbe parapet to peer
into IU somber, placid depths.

At tbat moment a blinding light flashed
ier eves ana Mna grasped ner

shoulder. "Now none of that nonsense,"
said a sharp voice tbe voics of a policeman
who bad seen ber dark form against tha
stonework of the bri Ige. The woman turned
ber face to his, aud the anguish written upon
it persuaded tho constable that he had arrived
just in the nick of time.

"River air's bal at night for such as you,"
he said in a kin Ier voica. "Now you go
straight home like a good woman. I'll see you
safe off the bridge. You can go from which
end you like, but if you stay here any longer,
well, I must run you in."

Sbe clasped ber hands. "I am madf she
cried in piteous, imploring tones. "Can't you

e I am mad! Take me and put me whore
mad people are sent to."

Strange as a confession of insanity scorned,
the puzzled policeman was bound to take her
at her word, tbe more so because sho would
not or could not give any account of herself,
or name any place of residence. So she was
led away a docile captive, and spent tho
rest of tbd night, or rathor morning, under
detention.

Mad or not, sbo balievad her work was
now done; believed tbat she would be be-- s:

owed where her mistress would never find
hor, never hear of her. Mod or not, her one
concentrated aim was to keep tha secret of
tbe way in which Maurice Hervey died. If
mail, the poor wretch's cunning had all but
supplied the place of reason.

All but, for as usual it had forgotten ono
important thing. Unless Beatrice was in-

formed ot ber husband's death, unless that
death wore proved beyoud a doubt, Sarah
Miller's crime would be useless and her sac-
rifice futile,

Condnsion newt ut k.

llucklin's Arnica Salve.
Tht best salve in the world for cuts, bruises,

sores, ulcers, salt rheum, fever sores, tetter,
chapped hands, chilblains, corns, and all skin
eruptions, and positivelycurcs piles, or no pay
required. It is guaranteed to give perfect sat-
isfaction, or money refunded. Price 25 cents
per box. For sale bv Lutz ite Briggs.

A terrible tragedy near Leaf
River, Ogle county, last Monday, the re-

sult of a violent temper. The belt connect-
ing the engine to a threshing machine nt
work on a farm south of that town, sudden-
ly broke and the engineer was badly hurt
on oue hand by the broken piece. He
became terribly enraged, and seizing one
of the men who he thought was respon-
sible for the accident, threw him into the
thresher. The victim was horribly lacer-
ated and almost instantly kiileil. The
murderer mud1 his escape, but officers are
niter him.

A Wonderful IMscovcry.
Consumptives and all who utter from nuy

affection of the throat und luiiys can find a
certain cure in lr. King's New Discovery for
Consumption. Thousands of permanent cures
verify the ti uth of this statement. No medi-
cine can show su b a record of wonderful
cures. Thousands of once hopeless sufferers
now gratefully proclaim they owe their lives
to this New Discovery. It will cost you noth-in- g

to give it a trial. Free trial bottles at
Lutz iv. Briggs' drug store. Large size, (I.

Some of the Earlville farmers are begin-in- g

to wake up to tbe fact that they have
very carelessly allowed the hunters tokill
off the wild game which they raise on their
farms from year to year; and thus are allow-in- g

the insects and vermin to increase and
destroy a very large percentage of their
rrons which by the proper protection of
their best friends, such as prairie chickens,
(mails, ducks, pigeons, aud black birds,
might easily be averted. All the game
killed the past year, at the highest market
price, would uot compensate for one third
of the outs destroyed this year by the grass-hoppe-

alone' hence farmers us a matter
of economy, if nothing else think they
should protect their game and have pledged
themselves in accordance, and are forblding
hunting or trapping w itli dog, gun or net
on their premises.

Very Remarkable Recovery.
Mr. (Jeo. V.' vViHiiiir. of Manchester, Mich.

wiites: "Mv wife has been almost helpless for
five years, so liebi'.ess that she could not turn
over in bed alone, fhe used two bottles of
Elec tric Bitters, and is so much improved that
she is able now to do her own work."

Electric Bitters will do all that is claimed
for them. Hundreds of testimonials attest
their great curative powers. Only fifty cents
a bottle at Lutz a: Briggs'.

51 orris Herald: James .fenks, who last
week wus brought from Ottawa where he
was discharged on a writ of holms corpus,

hen t.ik-- therA from Kendall coun.
ty, ami there arrested and bronght to this
city, was ou Tuesday taken before Justice
Glffird on a chmge of venue from Justice
Woodbury, aud hud a preliminary hearing
on the charge of staling corn of MrTomas'
of the town of Aux baoie. lie was com- -

itted to 3u.il in default of bail, to await the
action of the grand jury in November.
Jenkins is one of the gang who had com
mitted several despredations round auont
Mlnooka last Juue.

"Rough on Rats."
Clesm out rat, mice, ronclies. flics, buU. bedbugs.

Heart I'alns.
I IllPITIITlHn. imjittHHI C.WVII1UIC!., I'le.ntr. .uui."

llmi. IlKHclnc lie, ileilemiieas cured by "Wells' McitlUi

ut'ucwur. "Rough on corns."
. . ii-- . .11... ,.ii .v. j'....u i 1 . Onli.lr emu.AI1 UT IIVIII, IW'llll .Ml ..I .1". 1."

plcte cure. Hard or soft eurns, Hurt, bunlous.

"IJuchu-Palba.- "
....... ..1... ..ka 11 trl.lnm- - lllatliloi nnfl I'Hll.

ary Irrltatl.in, Mone, Gravel, Catarrh
UI II1U UIUUUUT. Tl,

Retl-Huir- Files.
Flics, roaches, ant, , rat, mice, gophers,

cliliuiiunkH. cleureil out by "ItouKh oa Hutt." 15c

Thin I'eople.
. . ........ . .....m-u- i.rii. i c "

cure Dyi'K'psla, Impotence, Sexual Debility. (1.

'Rough on Fain.'
. IITT1 t IIUU--I I. Utllli:, ;flllln., iiihi l ll. .n. . in ri,--,

pralna, headache, neuralgia, rheumatism. c. Rough,
ou i'alu IMamerB, 14c.

Mothers,
If yon are fallinif, broken, worn out and nervous, use

"Wells' Health Keuewrr." (1. Druggista.

Life Preserver.
If jrou sre losing your grip on life, try "Wella" Health

Keuewer." Goes direct to eak spots.

"Rough on I'llen."
Cure Ptlea or Hemorrhoids, Itching, Prorrndtng.

Hlei-dln- Internal or other. Internal and External
liemedo In each package. Sure cure, 30c Druggists.

Fretty Women.
Ladles who would retain freshness and vivacity, don't

fall to try "Wells' Health Itenewer."

"Rough on Itch."
"Rough on Itch" cures humors, eruptions, ringworm,

tetter, salt rheum, frosted feet, chilblains.

"Rough on Catarrh."
Corrects offensive odors at once. Complete run of

worst chronic cases, also uaequaled as gargle for Diph-
theria, Sore Throat, Foul Breath. 5ec

The Hope of the Nation.
Children, slow In development, pony, scrawny and

delicate, use "Wells' Health Itenewer."

Catarrh of the Bladder.
Stinging. Irritation. Inflammation, all Kidney and

Urinary complaluts, cured by "Buchn-r'aiba.- " ft.
"Water Rugs, Roaches.''

"Rough on Rata" clears them out. also Beetles. Ants.

We want lfluO more BOOK AGENTS for the Persona
History of

U. S. GRANT.
every Grand Army lt and In erery township. Send
for SPECIAL TERMS To AGENTS, or secure agency
at once by sending 90 ceuts. In stauisa for outfit. Ad
dress, MIR8HKK dc McMAKIN,

Cincinnati. Ohio.


